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Summary: Berk is surrounded by dragons, Astrid is finally his friend 
and his father is proud of him. The world to which Hiccup awoke 
seemed perfect. But soon he finds out things aren't perfect, and one 
day he loses his cool, crumbling under the pressure of new 
expectations and responsabilit ies . Astrid finds a new side of him and 
Stoicks learns more about his son. Pre Riders-of-Berk 


1 . Chapter 1 

_**AN: Hello fellow readers. This OS was born after i wondered how 
Hiccup dealt with his father's new expectations and Berk's new 
reality after waking up from his coma. This was a coadjuvant work 
between me and Kate Carpenter, but right now she's too shy 
to . . . **_ 

_**CLANG**_ 

_** (falls off the chair) OWWW what's up with you women and 
violence?**_ 

_**Kate: Who are you calling shy? I dare you, I double dare you to 
say this agian to me and my frying pan. And you can bet she'll do 
more damage this time.**_ 

_**Me: You mean you crossed half the world just for that?**_ 

_** (KC rises the frying pan) **_ 

_**Me:Okay, okay, I didn't mean it!**_ 

_**Kate:Yes you did, but that's not the point... Anyway, as someone 
was saying (glares at me) this was a coadjuvant work we did. The idea 
was his but both of us was equally important in the process of 
creating this fic. So... we hope you enjoy. **_ 



* * 


Anything you'd like to ask darling? (she asks sweetly while 
swinging the frying pan)_** 

**_Me: Nope Nope I'm Good... _** 

**_Just... what she said_** 

Hiccup was tired. . . completely, totally tired. It had been a few days 
since he woke up from his coma, much to everyone's relief, to 
shockingly meet a Berk filled with dragons peacefully pacing around. 
Astrid, shockingly, kissed him, his father was proud of him and he no 
longer had to hide Toothless from everyone, and worry that someone 
might find him. Gobber had even rebuilt Toothless' tail as a welcome 
back gift ! 

Granted that he didn't expect to wake up with half of his left leg 
being made of wood and metal, with a bit of Hiccup thrown in as 
Gobber said, but he wasn't really surprised. Hel, he felt lucky 
enough to come out alive from fighting the gargantuan Queen. He would 
never tell anyone, but he had been ready to accept death the moment 
he saw its tail about to hit him and Toothless. 

And just like he said that day: 'We're Vikings, it's an occupational 
hazard.' So it wasn't surprising that he lost a limb to a dragon. His 
mentor, Gobber, lost two and was one of the most happy, active Viking 
around Berk. He just hoped he would be the last one to lose a limb 
fighting a dragon from now on. It certainly was not a pleasuring 
experience he would like to live again, or for anyone to go 
through . 

But, he had been right. The reality that he faced after waking up 
felt too good to be true. He found out later that day that he would 
need to relearn how to walk properly again, as if he wasn't clumsy 
enough with two legs. He was deeply thankful that both Astrid and 
Gobber were helping him with that, not to mention the ever faithful 
Night Fury he had as a friend. 

His fathera€ 1 it was an entire different subject. Granted that he was 
proud of his son, and no longer saw him as a disappointment, but 
slowly he stopped being so supportive and understanding as the days 
passed. Despite recovering from his lost limb, his father was 
constantly calling him to deal with any dragon-related problem. 

They weren't many, much to the young Haddock's relief. Most of the 
dragons that came to Berk after the battle left in the middle of the 
winter, and, with the exception of Fishlegs, no one bothered to try 
to find out why. Only a handful, besides the dragons that his peers 
rode to the battle, remained in Berk. And while he awoke in the end 
of Winter, the dragons had yet to return from wherever they 
went . 

The thing that annoyed Hiccup the most was not the fact that he had 
to relearn how to walk, or that Gobber was watching him like a hawk 
every time he left his house to walk, or even that Astrid, despite 
being closer to him, used violence as a form of communicat ion, 
leaving his arms often bruised. It was that his father always seemed 
to forget that there were 5 other Dragon Riders in the village 
besides him to deal with those frustrating situations. 

It was true that he had been the first among them, and that he 



trained the teen's dragons before they bonded with them, but most of 
the skirmishes Stoick had to deal could have been easily handed to 
Astrid or Fishlegs at least, if Snotlout and the Twins weren't to 
trust. And it didn't help that those skirmishes happened because a 
Viking happened to raise a weapon to a dragon, causing the reptile to 
act on instinct and go defensive. 

He sat on his chair, heavily leaning his right arm on the table as he 
rubbed his sore stump with his left hand. Despite healing nice, his 
half-leg wasn't fully healed, and overextending himself would cause 
the skin to be sore. He didn't want to remove the prosthesis because 
he wanted to get used to it as quickly as possible. In fact, he only 
removed it before sleeping because Gobber told him so; otherwise he 
would wake up with the stump irritated. 

"Another busy day eh bud?" he commented to Toothless, his tiredness 
evident in his voice. The dragon crooned in response, agreeing with 
the boy. Both of them, after flying around and making his exercise 
with Gobber, went everywhere on the village to settle down skirmishes 
by his father's orders. They've been nonstop for the whole day 
almost, and he didn't even see Astrid today because of how busy they 
had been. 

He was rather grumpy, and no one could really blame him. Besides 
teaching the teens more about their dragons, and dealing with a 
flaming Snotlout and the Twins trying to train Barf and Belch (they 
named each head of their Zippleback like that. How they came up with 
those names was so simple it disturbed Hiccup) to wreak havoc around 
the village, he still had to worry about the wild dragons roaming 
freely on Berk. 

There was also the fact that every skirmish he had to stop begun 
because of the exact same reason. He thought that, at least losing a 
leg and killing the Queen would help the Vikings accept the idea that 
they could coexist with dragons. But most of them seemed to simply 
forget that the war ended nearly two months ago as they were always 
raising their weapons against the first dragon caught in their 
sight . 

The drunks were the worse. Toothless would often have to pin the 
drunken Viking down and all his reasoning would fall on deaf ears. 
What was even worse was when worse was when the Viking insulted him, 
painfully making he remember his old days as 'Hiccup the Useless'. 
Thankfully, there was always someone sober around to stop the drunk 
from engaging in a fight with any dragon. He hated how the mead 
increased tenfold the Viking stubbornness. 

So yes, he was grumpy at the momenta€ 1 very, very grumpy. Astrid, 
some of these days, tried to soothe him down, and for a moment he 
would forget all the trouble and pain (most coming from his leg) the 
moment he would lose himself in her ocean-blue eyes. But, alas, these 
moments didn't last so long, and she didn't get to do this 
today . 

Toothless picked up his rider's grumpiness, and understood why. 
Thankfully, the dragon knew exactly how to make his human happy. 
Lightly nudging the boy's arm, he motioned to the open window the 
Haddock household had. Seeing that Toothless was pointing to the sky. 
Hiccup smiled, acknowledging what the dragon was requesting. 



"We'll fly in a moment; justa€ 1 let me rest a little. My leg is 
killing me" he answered to the Night Fury. The dragon cooed, 
respecting his rider's wish. He would occasionally worry that Hiccup 
was overextending himself; after all, he had awakened from a deep 
coma just a few days ago, and was just learning how to walk again. 
But, to the boy, there was never a bad time to fly around. 

It was a feeling he became addicted to ever since their first, albeit 
disastrous, flight. Up there in the skies, there was only him and 
Toothless. Even back at when he was doing Dragon Training, the skies 
seemed to erase all his worries and fears. He could only feel the 
wind on his face, the muscles of Toothless twitching every now and 
them, and the joy of freedom. And even though the teens also learned 
to fly their dragons, he could easily be out of reach if he wanted 
to. No dragon could match his scaly friend's speed. 

He could fly Toothless for hours, and sometimes he did so. These days 
his leg stopped him from being in the air for too long, as after a 
while his stump started to ache. But even that didn't stop the duo 
from flying around as long as both could. 

Unfortunately, his daydreaming ended when the door was slammed open. 
Seeing his father wearing a grumpy face, almost mirroring his son's, 
made Hiccup sigh inwardly. He absently scratched Toothless under the 
chin; hearing his dragon purr in pleasure always helped him to keep 
calm when his father was having one of their conversations. 

When his eyes fell on his son, as he sat on the chair near the table, 
Stoick sighed in relief. He had been looking around for Hiccup the 
entire afternoon, and had to interrupt his chiefly duties more than 
once to settle down any situations involving dragons. Sometimes he 
still had to hold himself from grabbing his trusty hammer and 
smacking a Nadder on the face, the urge being especially strong when 
seeing his son so close to the 'unholy offspring of lightning and 
death itself', but he knew his son was right and he did his best to 
help the village accept the dragons. 

"Hiccup, where have you been? I looked for you all the afternoon and 
you were simply vanished." The vast man asked, not really bothering 
to look at his son as he went to grab a block of ice to heal his 
headache. Because he wasn't paying attention to Hiccup, he didn't see 
the annoyed expression the boy had after hearing the question. 

"When I was not with Gobber, or taking Toothless to a flight, I was 
settling down the skirmishes you told me to help with" Hiccup 
answered back, exasperation dripping from his voice. While Stoick 
promised himself he would amend his relationship with Hiccup after 
the boy awoke, and for the first few days he seemed to be doing so, 
he was failing big time to give proper attention to his son 
recently . 

Sitting down, he placed the ice block on his head, and gave a long 
sigh in relief as his headache began to dull. "Well then, fly less 
with him. I passed most of my day settling down skirmishes involving 
those beasts instead of being a chief." He demanded. Toothless was 
growling, as the dragon never liked to have his kin referred to as 
beasts. However, he didn't stay growling for long, as Hiccup patted 
his head, making him calm down. 


"I don't know if you noticed, but there's not even one of me anymore 



to deal with them" Hiccup spoke with his trademark sarcasm. He was 
already joking with the whole peg-leg situation, much to Gobber's 
surprise. The blacksmith took a lot longer to accept that he would no 
longer have his hand back. The foot had been easier to deal with, as 
he already knew the drill of losing a limb. 

But the truth was: Hiccup didn't fully accept his situation as he 
seemed to do so. Every time his leg failed him, he cursed himself and 
felt useless, just like he felt before meeting Toothless. His sarcasm 
was a way to vent his frustration and pain, without showing it. After 
all, it was through his sarcasm that he vented the pain and 
loneliness he felt for the 10 years he had been an outcast. 

The only thing that he was thankful was that the hero status that 
came up with the peg-leg made settling down those skirmishes a lot 
quicker. And that it actually made people, at least those that were 
sober, listen to him. Still, he was feeling that the status was 
wearing off and that the village was beginning to look at him as an 
outcast again. This was very unsettling to him since he feared that 
things would return to how they were before Toothless. 

Stoick just ignored Hiccup's sarcastic remark as he continued to 
lecture him. "Then do more. I can't keep interrupting my chiefly 
duties to settle down a skirmish because a Nadder got spooked for 
nothing" he said, making the boy get even more frustrated. He though 
he and his father were finally on good terms, and this situation just 
proved him wrong. He felt like they were going back to the old days, 
much to his distress. 

"It would help if they stopped raising an axe or a mace every time 
they spot a dragon flying around." Hiccup suggested/sardonically 
replied. He couldn't understand that if Stoick the Vast, the greatest 
dragon-slayer Berk had in this generation, could withstand having a 
Night Fury living in his house, why couldn't the others withstand the 
sight of dragons carelessly flying around. It wasn't like they were 
stealing food or setting houses on fire anymore. 

"Hiccupa€l" Stoick said sighing. "This whole dragon integration is 
happening because of you. So it's why you must oversee it" he 
reasoned. He was willing to accept, and even help, the integration of 
dragons on their daily-lives. He had seen how efficiently Nadders 
could fish, shortening the fishing trips, or how Gronckles could help 
carry wood around. 

"Dad, I can't even walk straight." Hiccup admitted in frustration, 
running a hand on his hair. He was too tired to keep his tough 
faA§ade to his father, "Besides there are the other teens to help. 

I'm not the only Dragon Rider around you know" he added, hoping that 
his father would listen to him. 

"You were the first to tame one of these beasts"- Toothless growled 
again hearing that word, and both of them ignored the dragon this 
time-"as far as I know." He answered back. "So there's no one better 
to manage this matter than you." He added, frustrating even more 
Hiccup . 

"This doesn't mean the others can't help. I'm sure Astrid or Fishlegs 
would be more than willingly to help, and capable of doing so. They 
have already trained their dragons very well, so I believe they can 
handle a skirmish with ease" he said standing, the throbbing feeling 



on his leg long forgotten. Toothless, sensing that Hiccup was getting 
more frustrated by the second, nudged him again. 

Sighing, Hiccup complied. He was about to lose his cool with his dad 
and he really didn't want that to happen. Besides, a quick lap around 
the island would help him to refresh his mind. Leaning on the dragon, 
he slowly made his way to the door, much to Stoick's 
disappointment . 

"If it's too much for you to handle, then you should have thought 
about that before letting them lose ona€ 1 mya€ 1 islanda€l" his voice 
faltered as he noticed Hiccup heading to the door with Toothless. 
"Where are you going?" he asked, slightly angry. He was having a 
serious conversation (one-sided) with his son and the boy was just 
seemingly, leaving him to talk alone. It was times like these that he 
wondered if Hiccup really cared about the village or only cared about 
those flying beasts. 

"I'm taking Toothless for a flight, otherwise he won't stop annoying 
me" he answered, unknowingly earning a glare from said dragon. He 
realized briefly after letting out these words that he didn't say it 
the best way, but he wouldn't admit to his father that he was going 
to fly Toothless because he was very frustrated with him at the 
moment. "Besides, this also involves you. If I learned on the job how 
to handle them, why can't the great Stoick the Vast do too?" he 
asked, his signature sarcasm dripping on his voice. This only 
infuriated the Viking chief more. 

"Hiccup" Stoick bellowed, raising his voice as he stood. "There are 
more important things than taking him to fly. You can't just run away 
from your responsibilities" he lectured angrily, finally making the 
boy lose his patience. He has always seen Hiccup's sarcasm as a way 
of evading the consequences of his action, and this situation didn't 
make it him think any different of it. 

"I'm not running away from anything" Hiccup angrily spoke back, but 
the tone missed Stoick's mind. "Though it wouldn't be the first time 
I thought of running away" he muttered as he opened the door. He 
didn't even notice Astrid, who was just rounding the corner of their 
house and didn't see her looking at him with wide eyes. 

He hoped onto Toothless, thankful that he didn't remove the dragon's 
gear and within the second they were already in the air, the Haddock 
house nothing but a small dot in the island for the Night Fury and 
his rider. 

Astrid had a calm day. Stormfly, her recently-named Nadder, was 
behaving much better since she began to train her. Occasionally , she 
saw Hiccup handling a skirmish, but never seemed to be able to get 
close to the boy until night. When she saw him heading to his house, 
she took this as the perfect opportunity to visit him. 

She knew how stressful these days had been for Hiccup. Even though 
the boy kept a tough demeanor, she could see on his eyes how 
frustrated he was every time he had to settle down a skirmish because 
someone mindlessly raised a weapon to a dragon. She could see how he 
hid away the pain from his leg, as she spotted more than once 
Toothless looking at his metal leg worried. 


Because of this, she decided to visit him after he went to his house. 



She figured he could use some support, and someone to talk to. She 
knew he always talked to Toothless, but the dragon could only help so 
much as he didn't speak Norse. So it was entirely reasonable that she 
was shocked to see Hiccup stomping off almost fuming from his house, 
before taking off with Toothless. 

In fact, this wasn't even her worry for the moment. It had been the 
words he muttered that really worried her. Those words caused her to 
have a flashback, bringing her to the moment before she met the Night 
Fury . 

"_I'm so leaving. We're leaving. Let's pack up. Looks like you and me 
are taking a little vacation, forever"_ 

She had brushed aside those words, thinking he would runaway to keep 
Toothless both as a secret and away from harm, and to avoid facing 
the Nightmare. It wasn't like she was all wrong though. Anyone that 
had seen this scene and knew of Hiccup's situation would have thought 
the same. 

But after seeing Hiccup angrily fly away from a discussion with his 
father, she began to see things from a different perspective. It was 
no secret to her how his relationship with Stoick was completely 
broken, or how he had been outcast by the village until the Red 
Death's battle, or how Snotlout and the Twins made him life a living 
him, while she only pitied him from afar. 

It was why she was being supportive these days. She was trying to 
amend her mistakes, to know more of the boy that trained a Night 
Fury. She wanted to see more of the real Hiccup, not the klutz trying 
to shot down a Night Fury, but the long lost childhood friend that 
took her to fly on the back of the most dangerous dragon known to 
them and turned her world upside down. 

This moment, she began to consider that, perhaps, he wasn't running 
away exclusively because of the affairs involving the dragons. She 
didn't think he would have the guts to do so if Toothless wasn't the 
only friend he had back then. Only now did she start to consider 
that, maybe, he was running away because he didn't want to be an 
outcast anymore, to be a disappointed and be bullied, and that facing 
the Nightmare was the final straw and the dragon the perfect way to 
leave . 

Hesitantly, she approached the Viking chief. She faintly heard Stoick 
mutter something about 'being as stubborn as his mother' and 'being a 
rebellious teenager'. She purposely made the wood creak, making sure 
her presence was known to the chief. After all, she entered his house 
without permission, even though the door was open. And she didn't 
dare approaching the man with his current enraged state, at least not 
without permission. 

Seeing Astrid standing in front of him made Stoick adjust his 
posture. Even though he was angry with Hiccup, he was still a chief, 
and if the lass was looking for him, he had to act like one. Burying 
away his troubled feelings, as usual, he addressed the young 
shield-maiden. "Oh Astrid, didn't see you there. Are you looking for 
Hiccup?" he asked. 


He knew very well that she and his got closer. Weirdly to him, it 
looked like they did before the battle, considering that she often 



came to look out for Hiccup the days he was in a coma so he could go 
attain his chiefly duties. She had been of great help, since the 
beginning of winter is the time of the year he has to work the most. 
Thankfully, he didn't have to worry anymore about being raided this 
time, so he got part of his job cut up. 

"Ia€l" she said before pausing. She had been looking for him, but now 
that he was flying Toothless in the night, it would be impossible to 
find him. Instead, she thought that maybe a pep talk with Stoick 
would be in order. She thought his relationship with the scrawny boy 
was getting better, but the discussion she just overheard proved her 
wrong . 

"Sir, if I may ask, what was this all about?" she asked, unusually 
beating around the bush. It was understandable, though, this action, 
uncharacterist ic of her, since she was partially afraid of enraging 
the chief. 

Stoick sighed. "No need to worry, it's alright Astrid. Hiccup's just 
being a teenager. He'll get over it soon enough before returning." he 
said dismissively , while also trying not to be angry again at his 
son's abrupt vanishing from their discussion. He pinched the bridge 
of his nose and briefly closed his eyes, a small effort to calm 
himself. 'Besides, Hiccup would eventually return, so no worries. We 
can continue our conversation then' Stoick thought, looking on the 
bright side of the situation. 

But, somehow, Astrid had a strange feeling in her stomach. She was 
pretty sure that this was far from over. It didn't help her that 
Stoick was being so dismissing of the arguing he just had with 
Hiccup. A memory suddenly resurf aceda€ 1 words spoken quietly by 
someone who didn't know anymore what to do. A memory seemingly 
unimportant at that time now filled her head. 

"There's something I think I should tell youa€ 1 concerning Hiccup 
anda€ 1 and what he justa€ 1 saida€ 1 " she said. Stoick opened his eyes, 
surprise evident in them after hearing Astrid speak. Rare it was the 
occasion where one of the teens would seek him, even rarer when one 
of them would have something to tell him. Still holding a block of 
ice, he nodded to her, indicating that he was listening. 

"Wella€l you probably don't know, but I found out about Toothless 
before he showed up on the Arena that day." she began, hesitant that 
the chief would be beyond angry with her for working with Hiccup 
behind their backs; especially because she had been considered the 
epitome of the Viking kind. So to admit that the perfect Viking model 
betrayed them, even though now they accepted dragons, would not go 
down easily. 

The first thing Stoick wanted to do was to shout at her. Shout and 
yell at how could she, the prodigy of Berk, the perfect 
shield-maiden, go behind everyone's back and help his son hide the 
most dangerous dragon known to the Vikings. But he held himself that 
moment. He now knew very well why would she helped Hiccup hide the 
Night Fury, and to shout at her for that would be useless. 

Besides, now that they're 'at peace' with the dragons, or trying to 
be, this piece of information was useless. He held himself because he 
suspected there was more to what she just spoke, so, taking a couple 
of deep breaths to calm down his boiling blood, he nodded slowly. 



showing that he was still listening to her. 

Inwardly, Astrid gave a very long sigh in relief when the Chief 
nodded back instead of shouting in her ears until she became deaf. 

She was nervous, and for a moment she wondered how Hiccup managed to 
not only talk to his father, but to be sarcastic as well. A part of 
her reasoned that, years of living under the same hoof that Stoick 
lived got the boy used to his father's intimidating 
appearance . 

Taking a deep breath, she steeled herself into continuing her story. 
She had Stoick 's attention and given how busy the chief always was, 
she should consider herself lucky. Hopefully it would be long before 
someone came in to report a problem involving dragons, or anything 
else that might require the chief's attention. 

"The truth is Sir; the day before thea€ 1 arena incidentaC 1 I followed 
Hiccup after I lost the competition. I always thought it was strange 
how he disappeared for the rest of the day in the forest. I followed 
him as stealthy as possible and wondered why he was carrying such a 
big basket with him through the forest." She paused to sigh. Despite 
their 'romantic flight' as she would secretly call it, that day was 
not one she liked to remember. Especially given she had almost been 
eaten by the Queen and beaten Hiccup like Snotlout used to 
do . 

Steeling herself out of this trail of thoughts she continued her 
storytelling. "To tell a long story short, upon his arrival I heard 
him say to whom I presume it must have been Toothless: '_I'm so 

leaving. We're leaving. Let's pack up. Looks like you and me are 
taking a little vacation, forever' _I didn't pay much attention to 
his words back then because I was more focused in uncovering his 
secret. Buta€lbut when he stormed out not long ago he muttered 
something about not thinking of running away for the first time." She 
explained . 

She took a deep breath before saying the dreaded question that she 
feared deeply the answer. "Whata€ 1 .what if he really leaves this 
time?" she asked the vast chief nervously but towards the end her 
voice grew faint and concerned. 

Stoick put the ice block down and sighed. "Astrid. This is Hiccup 
we're talking about." He said in his matter-of-f act-voice . Astrid 
briefly closed her eyes in frustration. It was obvious that, again, 
he was disregarding what she just spoke as another ranting from his 
son. Hiccup wouldn't leave the tribe, right? She had no more such 
confidence in saying the answer to that question was 'no'. 

Opening her eyes Astrid directed her gaze to the chief's 
grayish-green eyes before speaking up. "That is why I'm so concerned 
Sir. Hiccup is capable of anything, and he's proven that in the past; 
more than once as a matter of fact. And he seemed to be very unhappy 
lately. What ifa€lwhat if we're not making any progress at all? What 
if he decides to leave after all?" she repeated the question, almost 
desperate for Stoick to see her point. 

"Now hold your horses Astrid. Hiccup is just angry and overreacting. 
Let him cool down a bit. In an hour he'll be back solving all our 
dragon problems as usual. Don't worry too much. Even if he had plans 
of leaving in the past, I can assure you that they're all gone now." 



Then he put down the ice block, stood and said louder, using his 
chiefly voice: "Now young lady, return to your work. I have a few 
things to discuss with Silent Sven. Although I think it will be a 
very one-sided conversation." He pointed out, trying to lighten up 
the somber mood that Astrid's question had set. 

With those words he left Astrid standing alone in the big house in 
utter disbelief at the man's sheer stubbornness. She could understand 
why Stoick would not listen to Hiccup, and she had thought it was 
something the chief only did with Hiccup because of his mistakes. But 
now it was apparent that Hiccup was not the only one privileged of 
being ignored. 

She sighed, feeling defeated. Feeling like this made her want to both 
yell in anger every inch of air she held within her lungs and, 
weirdly, to cry. She almost lost him once, because of the stupid 
Viking stubbornness, and the thought of losing him again, especially 
to the same reason, was nearly unbearable. "Like all conversations 
with you are Chief. Can you assure me that Hiccup has abandoned these 
thoughts?" she whispered silently to herself before leaving the empty 
house . 


By the time Stoick had returned home from his conversation with 
Silent Sven he had forgotten entirely about his fall-out with his son 
and Astrid's story. He was feeling completely tired, as if he had 
fought off two Nightmares at the same time. He had done such a feat 
in the past, but back then he had been much younger; Hiccup had been 
just a toddler by then. Now he was getting old. The growing grey 
hairs were becoming numerous, and his son's attitude was only making 
them grow faster. 

He picked two ice blocks, since the one he had left in the table 
melted, leaving a puddle of water on the table that he would likely 
have to clean up later. He sat down in his chiefly chair, nursing a 
two-sided headache with two ice-blocks while sitting in his throne 
when he finally noticed something. 

It wasaC 1 oddly silentaCl the house. In fact, the silence was so dense 
that he felt like it was a fog, surrounding the whole building. It 
gave him an eerie feeling, since he could swear that, not just once, 
this silence felt touchable. 

Normally Hiccup would roam upstairs in his room, drawing or working 
on small models for prototypes of his newest inventions or talking to 
Toothless or be downstairs with him and talk about his day. And his 
dragon would be there next to him, jumping around in the rafters and 
knocking over the furniture. Even if the boy was sleeping Stoick 
would be able to clearly hear the Night Fury's 
snores . 

Thisa€l .silencea€l .was deafening. It reminded him of all those years 
before they had made peace with the dragons, obviously when they 
weren't being raided. It reminded him of before he and his son had 
gotten closer again, of when they argued and Hiccup would just go 
quietly to his room. Back then the silence had been just like now, 
but it never bothered him. His days were always busy, and often he 



had to supervise his son so he would not destroy the village with one 
of his inventions. 


A silent night like this was something he deeply appreciated back 
then. It allowed him to rest, and sleep peacefully. Even when he was 
haunted by the memories of Valka being taken away by that odd dragon 
he still appreciated the silence. But nowa€ 1 he felt like 
suffocating, a force tightening around him, just like a Whispering 
Death, slowly crushing his bones. For a moment he became desperate, 
before realizing that his lungs were not indeed burning; it had been 
just a trick of his mind as it was unsettled with this 
silence . 

Sighing he got up and put the ice-blocks away. He made his way up the 
stairs to his son's room and peeked inside. "Hiccup?" he asked. No 
answer came back. Afraid that he would awake his son Stoick asked 
again, only slightly louder. When no sound came from the dark room 
just like before that he finally entered. 

The bed was made but empty, the chair was neatly pushed against the 
desk, and the stone on which Toothless usually slept was deserted and 
otherwise was the room empty. He could faintly see the outline of 
numerous paper sheets, and even a mug in Hiccup's desk. He found a 
small comfort at the scene, since it was pretty much the only 
indication that his son resided in this room. 

It wasa€ 1 strange. Hiccup had never been one of leaving his room 
organized, especially at night. 

Stoick looked outside the window. 

It was already dark outside, the faint light of the moon barely 
letting his eyes see the room. He knew Hiccup liked to take the 
dragon for a nightly flight. And he never bothered to complain after 
the third time they did this. His dragon was a Night Fury, so it made 
sense that the dragon would love to fly under the dark of the night. 
Still, usually Hiccup would be home by now, even after those 
flights . 

Maybe he was still at the Arena? No, it wouldn't make sense. The 

place had no holds for torches, and he doubted Hiccup would have made 

a camp-fire there. The place had yet to be visited by both father and 

son since the incident, and only few Vikings had gone there since the 

Red Death's battle. Maybe he's with Astrid and the other teens? It 
would make sense, they could be campinga€ 1 

Stoick never finished this trail of thoughts, as a name struck his 
head . 

Astrida€ 1 Astrida€ 1 his head repeated this name for a couple of 
times, almost like it was telling him that he had to remember 
something associated with it. Suddenly he remembered her words, how 
worried she sounded when they talked, and an uneasy feeling settled 
in his stomach almost instantly. 

No, this was ridiculous. Hiccup wouldn't run. 

He wouldn't, right? 

As he stomped down the stairs, and outside, Stoick tried to convince 



himself that he was merely checking if everything was alright (as if 
he had not checked that three times this day) and that he was not 
overreacting. He was the chief after all, and chiefs didn't 
overreact . 

He was not contemplating that Hiccup really could have run away. No 
he wasn't. He refused to believe that his son would have done that. 
Deep in thought he didn't hear his name being called until a hand 
touched his arm. Startled he swirled around, almost reading himself 
in a battle-stance, only to see Astrid standing there, Snotlout and 
Ruffnut at her side. He relaxed, only slightly, as the uneasiness 
refused to leave him. 

"Ahh, sorry Sira€ 1 " she apologized a bit sheepishly. But, before 
Stoick could say anything, she spoke again "Is Hiccup back by now? We 
had a meeting near the cliffs and he missed it. That's nothing like 
him, since he went to every meeting we had since he awokea€ 1 " Astrid 
said nervously, though she was the only one. Her two partners looked 
just bored, and sleepy. 

And it was kinda strange seeing Ruffnut without her twin. He just 
hoped that Tuffnut was not off about to prank someone, probably her 
since they only prank other when together, or that his sister didn't 
kill him. 

Stoick shook his head. Mustering as much concentrat ion as he could he 
spoke without his voice quavering: "No, he's nota€ 1 " He answered 
plainly. He turned and made a move forward but stopped. Quickly, he 
turned again to Astrid. "Actually that's what I wanted to ask youa€ 1 
if you had seen him since he left." He spoke with a neutral tone, but 
Astrid saw his eyes betray him. He was probably as afraid as she was 
that Hiccup could really have left. 

Astrid nervously shifted her weight. She hesitated, but eventually 
slowly shook her head, answering the chief's question. Stoick sighed, 
feeling defeated and worried that Hiccup did not return. Even if the 
boy had the Night Fury around to protect him he was still weak. It 
didn't even pass a month since his awake, and the thought that 
something could have happened to him deeply scared Stoick. 

He was snapped out of his thoughts when Astrid cleared her throat. 

Shyly shifting her weight again she asked him something that was 

nagging her mind: "Sir, could this have anything to do 

witha€ 1 earlier ? " she did not clarify it, but he didn't need it. Only 

now the full weight of his conversation with Hiccup settled 

in . 

'_Though it wouldn't be the first time I thought of running 
away . '_ 

Stoick looked at her for a few seconds, the words replaying on his 
mind. He quickly resigned himself that he had to talk to someone 
about this, and answered her dismissively : "I don't think so. Go and 
look for him. I go and talk to Gobber." And then he began making his 
way toward the smith. However, he barely took two steps before 
someone spoke up to him again. 

"We already checked the smithy." Snotlout said with a somewhat 
annoyed tone in his voice. Frustration got the upper hand and Stoick 
turned around. "That's not why I'm going there." Stoick snapped at 



him. "Now go. And tell me when you find him." He didn't wait to hear 
their answer as he resumed his walk toward his good old friend. 


"Yes Sir." The three young Vikings quickly answered, no one daring to 
defy the chief when he seemed to be a second away of losing his 
mind . 


The smithy was still open and Stoick could hear Gobber sing and tap 
on the worktable from two houses away. He grimaced when he thought 
about the complaints he would have in the morning from Gobber 's 
neighbors, or the headache he would have if the man kept singing. He 
would never say it, but Gobber was an awful singer. 

"You really need to stop singing at this hour old friend. I think I 
hear enough complaining every day to have them complaining also about 
your singing." He said upon entering the smithy. He quickly took a 
stool to sit down and leaned against the desk. Since he didn't bother 
showing to Gobber how tired he was he heavily leaned on the desk, 
making the wood cringe under the vast weight of his beefy arms. 

"I can't, I got practice to do. I'm thinking about bringing up the 
band again! But I still haven't found my panpipes soa€ 1 " Gobber said 
grinning. He turned a piece of metal in the hot embers of the forge 
before removing it. The metal was hot, a white glowing coming out 
from him. For a few seconds the only sound in the forge was the 
banging of Gobber 's hammer in the piece of the metal. 

The blacksmith finally finished banging it, before putting the metal 
in a bucket of water. The liquid hissed, and steam came out as the 
metal cooled. When he deemed the metal to be cool enough he removed 
from the bucket and quickly inspected it before putting it down in 
the anvil. At last Gobber turned to give attention to his friend. "If 
you're looking for that son of yours, he hasn't been here all 
evening. And I could've really used his help, that's why I'm still 
working." He vaguely gestured to the forge, where piles of broken 
weapons recovered from the Dragon Island were lying down. 

Stoick frowned. "The whole evening?" they had discussed on late 
evening, an hour or two before the sunset. To hear that Hiccup didn't 
come over to the forge the whole evening only fueled his idea that 
Hiccup was, indeed, running away from his responsibilities. He almost 
forgot his talk with Astrida€ 1 almost. 

"Ay, the lad had always to interrupt his work to run around after 
dragons but after lunch he just vanished. It's really admirable how 
much he tries to do for the sake of the village. He will make a good 
chief one day." Gobber commented proudly. He knew how dedicated 
Hiccup was; he had always seen how the boy forged a weapon or even 
his own inventions. He was happy that Hiccup could finally put up 
this dedication without being scowled. 

Stoick snorted. "Not if he keeps running from his responsibilities." 
He muttered to himself, although the blacksmith ended up overhearing 
it. He didn't think Gobber would be lying, or even being easy on 
Hiccup, but he also didn't think the man was entirely right about 
what he just said. 



Gobber laughed, thinking that Stoick was trying to be sarcastic as 
Hiccup usually was. However his laugh quickly died down before 
turning into a frown when he saw how serious Stoick was. He didn't 
suppress himself from asking "What, Hiccup is running away from his 
duties? That's a new one for me." nor did he suppress the surprised 
tone his voice had. Hiccup had never been one to run away from his 
duties, not even when the forge was at its busiest days. 

"Aye. I spent most of my day settling down skirmishes between dragons 
and Vikings instead of overseeing the food supplies. I got home and 
then we got to talk. But he left in the middle of the conversation to 

fly with that Night Fury of his" he said somewhat annoyed. 

Gobber eyed him worriedly. He took another stool and put it next to 
Stoick so he could be face-to-face with the chief. Hiccup never left 
when his father was talking to him, so it was obvious to the blond 
Viking that something was deeply unsettling him. "Is that all? 

Nothing else happened, or there's nothing else you would like to 
say?" he asked Stoick, looking directly into his eyes. 

Stoick hesitated for a moment, before recalling what Hiccup muttered 
and the talk he had with Astrid right after Hiccup left. "He said 
something about not being the first time he thought of running away, 
and then Astrid appeared, wanting to talk to me. She said that the 

day before what happened in the Arenaa€ 1 " he gulped, recalling how he 

had disowned Hiccup. It was one of the few things he came to regret 
in his whole life. 

He cleared his throat, yet again burying his feelings down. "She said 
she followed him to the woods, to find out how he got good at Dragon 
Training. She said that, before she found out about the Night Fury"- 
Gobber's eyebrows shot up in surprise, since he obviously didn't know 
that Astrid new of the dragon before it came to the Arena-"she 
overheard him speaking to it that they were leavinga€ 1 and that she 
had thought that moment it was only because of the dragon, but now 
she thinks he would have also done it because of how we treated 
hima€ 1 " 

Gobber furred his eyebrows, thinking the words he would say to 
Stoick. He knew how Hiccup felt, but never thought that the boy was 
feeling so low to the point he would almost leave Berk. It was an 
unsettling thought to the blacksmith, since it meant he failed yet 
again to pay proper attention to his apprentice. Meeting Toothless, 
apparently, had not been the only thing he failed to notice on 
Hiccup's behavior. 

"Astrid is right about one thing. Think about it Stoick. Do yeh 
really think that almost ten years of loneliness and misery will 
vanish into thin air just because of what happened in these past 
months? We both know that yeh and Hiccup have not the ideal 
father-son-relationship." He chuckled, earning a confused look from 
the chief. 

"In fact, yehr relationship is far from perfect." He missed the glare 
and the brief guilt look Stoick had hearing this. -"But now as yeh are 
trying to mend it, yeh have to be careful. If anything, we have to 
even more carful to keep what we build. And so do yeh. Or Hiccup and 
all of us too, will sink back into old habits. And I'm not talking 
about the dragons." Gobber said seriously. 



Stoick sighed in defeat. His friend's words were true, but a 
(stubborn) part of him felt like he was taking Hiccup's side. "I just 
wish he could be a bit morea€ 1 " Stoick moved wildly with his arms not 
sure how to put it. 

"Like you?" Gobber asked dryly, knowing very well what Stoick meant. 
It had been for this exact reason that Hiccup was put into blacksmith 
apprenticeship, and it was the same reason why the man was so 
contrary to Hiccup building his contraptions. 

"What would be wrong about that?" Stoick asked frustrated. 

"It wouldn't be Hiccup." He answered plainly, before explaining 
himself. "Stoick, yeh must learn to take Hiccup as he is. He's so 
much different then yeh were his age. Yeh are two entirely different 
people. Don't yeh remember what I told yeh before yeh put him in 
Training? Hiccup is not that kind of kid, and is because of this that 
we finally ended the Dragon War" Gobber explained 

uncharacterist ically softly. He knew how Stoick was stubborn but, 
from experience, he knew he could make his friend open his eyes to 
the matter. He did so to get Hiccup into Training, he could do it 
again . 

"I just don't understand why he has to make things always so 
complicated. It's like he wants me to grow grey hair in my beard or 
something like that." Stoick commented in defeat. 

"He's not making things complicated. It's true that he usually does 
something crazy but, right now, things are complicated as they are. 

By Odin's beard Stoick. This is the first time in 300 years that 
dragons and Vikings are living together. Keeping this peace is a huge 
responsibility. A responsibility Hiccup is trying to stand up to." He 
explained 

"But it's especially hard for a fifteen year old boy who recently 
just lost his leg. He can barely walk before tiring himself or feel 
his stump flame up in pain." Stoick looked at him surprised; he 
didn't see Hiccup complain a single time about the leg. In fact the 
boy was already joking about it. "Of course Hiccup is hiding this to 
keep up with yehr expectations, but he won't be succeeding much 
longer. He normally wouldn't be ready for this, and with the leg, he 
is even less. That's why you have to show him how it's done, yeh have 
to support him, involve the other dragon riders to help him." He 
suggested. Gobber didn't need Hiccup to tell him that at least Astrid 
and Fishlegs had already trained very well their dragons. The 
blacksmith occasionally spotted through the window those teens 
passing by, with their dragons in tow as if it was a puppy. 

"But he's the expert." Stoick argued, in vain. 

"On dragons he may be. But Astrid and Fishlegs already know how to 
handle those beasts, so they definitely could be of help. Besides, 
yeh ' re the expert about duties and leadership. Yeh need to show him 
how it's done properly and then the lad will succeed. He really tries 
hard Stoick. It's just that, next to mistakes, the small victories 
are forgotten." 


Stoick sighed. This was getting him nowhere. He was feeling tired and 
annoyed and frustrated and many other things he was too tired to 



list. He did pay attention to Gobber, but decided to think about them 
on the next day. His headache might have dulled, but now he felt like 
he could be lying on the smoldering embers that he would still sleep 
like a rock. 

He got up. "None of this is important if we don't find him." He 
growled, but Gobber could notice the ting of worry and tiredness. The 
smith sighed. He just hoped that Stoick listened to him all this 
time, otherwise things would go nowhere. Not only this, but Gobber 
was also afraid that, considering how Hiccup has recently been weak 
physically and mentally (it's not everyone that managed to wake up 
from a coma unscathed after all. Not to mention the whole dragon 
subject) the boy would do a big mistakea€l like leaving. 

"If Hiccup really had no sense for duty or loyalty, then why didn't 
he leave with his dragon, back when he had a chance . They could have 
easily flown away after yeh took the Night Fury from his chains. But 
he didn't. He came back and ended the war for us, the people who 
outcast him. He faced that monster, knowing very well he would 
probably not come out of it alive, and yeh know he barely made it. 
Hiccup knows where his duties are and what they are. You just 
sometimes seem to forget that he's still learning. He's just a boy 
after all." He said, in a last attempt to get something on Stoick 's 
head 

The bearded Viking froze for a moment. Gobber was right; Hiccup could 
have easily left after he climbed that Night Fury. But instead he 
went and killed the biggest dragon the Vikings had ever seen, losing 
his leg in the process. He shook slightly his head, deciding to think 
about that after sleeping. He went to the door but, before he left, 
Stoick partially turned and said silently: "Goodnight Gobber. Anda€ 1 
no more singinga€l" 


Try to find a Night Fury at the darkest time of the night when his 
rider probably doesn't want to be found. It's not easy and 
practically close to impossible. Astrid suppressed the urge to let 
out a frustrated yell, although no one would hear her at this moment. 
They'd been searching Berk and its surrounding islands for more than 
an hour now and still they found no sign of Hiccup and 
Toothless . 

She didn't want to admit it but she felt exhaustion in her bones and 
a voice urging in her head to go home and sleep, to continue the 
search tomorrow after being well fed and rested. The others had long 
gone, claiming it had no use searching now. Astrid knew they were 
probably right but she didn't have to like that. Besides, she didn't 
think she would be able to sleep if she kept worrying about where 
Hiccup filed off to. 

Not to mention something was telling her that she would find him if 
she kept looking. Suddenly a thought clicked inside her tired mind: 
they had focused on looking on the surrounding islands, not on the 
whole island of Berk. She could feel her hope dim, being slowly 
extinguished by fear. One last place came up to her mind, and with 
all her forces she prayed that he was there. 



The Covea€ 1 


Astrid could have kicked herself as it dawned inside her head. 'Of 
course, the place was his sanctuary; his place of comfort and quiet.' 
And her mind wasn't entirely wrong. She had a hunch that the times he 
went missing in the forest he spent in the cove, and considering how 
Toothless couldn't fly without him there was little room to doubt 
inside her mind. 

She steered Stormfly towards Raven-Point and descended towards the 
beautiful cove. Flashbacks of the first flight she had came to her 
mind, and a small blush crept on her face as she realized how 
snuggled she had been on Hiccup. 

She could see from the sky that the water was perfectly still, not a 
single ripple disturbed the surface of the pond. The stone-cliffs and 
trees towered above all and the shadows stretched into creepy forms 
in the moon-light. 

It was also very still. She could only hear her breathing and the 
only sound that disturbed the silence was the thump the paws of her 
Nadder did when they landed, and the thump she also did, although 
barely audible, when she slid off her dragon's back. 

"Hiccup?" she asked glancing around. Her eyes took a moment to adjust 
to the darkness of the cove. When they got used to the dark, she 
noticed a glint coming from the other side of the cove. As she neared 
it, she recognized the material as part of Toothless' tail, although 
she couldn't discern the black lump the dragon was from the darkness 
surrounding him. "I know you're here. Please, come out!" she called 
out after noticing Hiccup was not with Toothless, and started to walk 
along the shoreline of the water. 

The silence around her was heavy and suffocating untila€l "What are 
you doing here Astrid? Are you here on behalf of my father?" he 
suddenly asked from behind her. She jumped frightened and startled by 
his sudden appearance. Had it been any other situation, the scene 
would have been hilarious: The great and fierce Astrid Hofferson 
being scared by Hiccup, the boy who can't be stealthy even if his 
life depended on it. 

"Hiccup!" she growled, frustrated that she had been scared, and that 
somehow she didn't hear the squeaking his leg does every time he 
moves. She scolded herself mentally for not being as attentive as she 
had thought . 

He folded his arms, clearly showing he was neither amused at scaring 
her nor happy about her presence in the Cove. "I'm really not in the 
mood Astrid." His words were proving that she indeed didn't imagine 
things when looking at his face. Oddly, although his words were 
harsh, they lacked the harsh tone. If anything, his voice sounded 
more defeated than anything. 

His voice wasn't the only thing sounding defeated. He looked weary 
and tired, a far cry of the enthusiastic boy he usually was. There 
were deep circles under his eyes and his face looked ashen in the 
moonlight. Only now she could see how much these nonstop days were 
weighting on him. 


The sharp comment died on her tongue. "HiccupaC 1 " she whispered 



earning the attention of the boy. "What's wrong?" she asked with 
genuine concern. He must have been surprised at the sudden show of 
concern, as Astrid notice his shoulders slump before he left out a 
sigh . 

Hiccup looked at her with a pained expression and turned around. He 
walked closer to the water and picked up a stone and threw it, the 
stone flitting over the water as it bounced before finally 
sinking . 

The perfect surface was disturbed and ripples extended in every 
direction . 

"Nothing." He spoke, giving her a short answer after a moment of 
silence. She rolled with her eyes, obviously not buying it. Even if 
she had not seen him before he took off his current demeanor showed 
how 'nothing' was wrong with him. "At least nothing that is of your 
concern." He added quietly, almost inaudibly. But she still caught 
the words . 

"You're wrong. We're a team now. So whatever it is, you can tell Me." 
she spoke softly, reminding him that he was no longer alone. Part of 
her felt frustrated that, even though she had actively been 
supporting him these days, he was dismissing her this moment as he 
would do if she was Snotlout. 

He swirled around and growled at her, his face showing outrage and 
disbelieve. He was hurt and tired, so his emotions were freely taking 
reign of his attitude. "As I could these past years?" he asked, 
spitting the words as is they were poison. For some reason he felt 
like being taken as an idiot hearing her words, and unconsciously 
brought back those years he had been all by himself. 

She took a step back, shocked at the sudden outburst. The guilty 
feeling rose like bile in her throat, making her sick to the point 
where she felt like puking. She knew that this wasn't over. She 
wished that somehow the past years would have dissolved into thin air 
and everything could go as it had these past few weeks. That all 
these days she passed distantly watching him being bullied was 
nothing but a nightmare; that she never spoke harshly to him as she 
did during Dragon Training. 

But at the same time she felt angry. 'How could Hiccup blame it all 
on her? She hadn't been the only one to taunt him. And why did he 
have to bring it up now, where everything was going on so well?' were 
the questions nagging her mind. He showed to be a very forgiving 
person, especially with his father, so why all of a sudden he was 
accusing her and showing a grudge? 

But thena€ 1 she realized: ' Wella€ 1 .. things weren't so well lately' 

she had to sadly admit it. He was growing more tired as the days 
passed by, and the discussion he had earlier with his father seemed 
to be the final straw for the bottled emotions to erupt. And Hiccup 
didn't blame her entirely, she just happened to be the only one close 
by when this was happening. 

She took a deep breath, trying to calm herself and the part of her 
that wanted to punch him. She had unfortunately arrived when his 
emotions were being poured out like an exploding volcano, and for a 
moment she cursed her stubbornness for getting her into the scapegoat 



position . 


_Concentrate on why you are here. Making him angrier will only drive 
him away further_, she thought. "Hiccup, I know you are frustrated 
about how things are right now, but that is still no reason to give 
it all up." She said, trying to lighten up his mood. Of course it 
would have helped it Stoick wasn't so stubborn. 

Still, it was quite unsettling to see him on the verge of giving up 
about everything. He never gave up all those years on trying to kill 
a dragon, and even facing death on the Red Death's battle he still 
didn't lose hope. There had been only one time she could recall when 
he was about to give up, and she had been there to support him. And, 
seeing that moment happening again in front of her, she knew she 
would have to be the one to support him once again. 

He laughed slightly but it was without any humor. "Frustrated? The 
word frustrated doesn't even start to describe how I feel at the 
moment." He spat coldly and rubbed his tired eyes before explaining. 
"Frustrated would be the proper description of my relationship with 
my father and the stubbornness of Vikings." 

"But it doesn't describe the pain I'm ina€ 1 physically and mentally. 
So don't give me that shit. You have no idea how it feels." He 
admitted, sounding so pained that Astrid had to suppress a wince. She 
would have gasped, but managed to contain it. For him to admit the 
burdens he have been bearing, all while hiding from everyone else he 
was doing so, meant he really must be on the verge of losing 
hope . 

He sighed before pinching the bridge of his nose. He went and sat in 
front of the pond, and kept unmoving, his gaze fixed on the 
reflection of the moon in the crystalline water. Astrid took a 
hesitant step, and then another, and kept doing so until she was at 
his side. When met with no protest she sat and decided to look at the 
reflection as well. 

It was so odd. The surrounding was quiet and peaceful, looking at the 
reflection of the moon felt relaxing, yet she could feel tense by 
just sensing the turmoil radiating from the boy that changed Berk 
near her. "Hiccupa€l" she called, and the only response she earned 
was a small turn of his head toward her direction. It was enough for 
her. "I know I haven't been there when you needed, but now you're not 
alone. Please, let me help you" 

It must have been her voice, or the fact that fearless Astrid 
Hofferson had just pleaded, or just how genuine her concern sounded 
because it made Hiccup's defenses soften up. He rested his elbows on 
his knees, and used his hand to support his head as he left out a 
quiet sigh. "Sometimes I feel like losing my leg wasn't enough for 
them, as if they expect more of me, or that the heroism I did was 
just in vain. Sometimes I feel like they're just looking at me like 
they did before Toothlessa€ 1 " he admitted, making her heart twist in 
sadness and guilt. 

She placed a hand on his shoulder, and with her other hand, she 
cupped his face, making him look directly into her eyes. He weakly 
tried to resist, but she, albeit gently, forcedly made him look at 
her eyes. Even though it pained her to see him so broken, it also 
infuriated her that he was seeing himself as Useless once again, and 



she would not let him do this ever again. 


"Hiccupa€l no one is looking at you like that, and no one certainly 
forgot what you gave up" she cashed a brief glance at his leg before 
looking again at his eyes, "to save us. Yes we are stubborn, but so 
are you. No one said making peace with two kinds that have been 
enemies for 300 years was easy, and yet you still believed it was 
possible. And you're not alone on this journey." She said 
firmly . 

"We all lost something to this wara€ 1 " she said quietly, and he knew 
she was talking of more than just his leg, "but now we're trying to 
make sure you leg was the last thing lost to it. I-we may not have 
been there for you before, but now me, Fishlegs, Snotlout and the 
Twins are with you to help them see that peace with the dragons is 
possible . " 

"But how do I know, how do you know, that things won't fall back to 
how they have been, that our words won't fall on deaf ears?" he 
protested, but she could see in his eyes that the flame that always 
burned inside him was lighting up again. He only needed a push to see 
that things could really change; just liked he had needed a push to 
see that all hope wasn't lost when Stoick sailed to Dragon 
Island. 

"We don't. No one really knows what will happen tomorrow. I know no 
one thought that after finishing Dragon Training we would have 
finished a 300-years war." She conceded, before an idea popped inside 
her head. "Tell me: did you know you would one day manage to capture 
a Night Fury?" she asked, and saw he hesitate before answering. He 
shook his head in return, not really bothering to voice out his 
answer . 

"And yet you still tried. You kept trying no matter what the other 
said" she grimaced slightly seeing him flinch, probably recalling 
Stoick 's public scowling or his cousin's teasing, "no matter how much 
your inventions failed, until you finally caught him. Anda€ 1 " she 
cashed a glance toward where she supposed Toothless was lying asleep, 
"the result was worth all those failed attempts, wasn't it?" she 
asked, and he nodded in return, his answer being more determined than 
the last. 

"None of us knew what we were going to face that day" he paled 
slightly, and she felt guilt for reminding him of that day. It was no 
mystery to her that he had nightmares about the battle, since there 
were days he seemed to be almost sleeping on his feet. "But we 
followed you, I followed you because even though you also didn't know 
what we would face, you were determined, and filled with hope that, 
in the end, it would all be alright." 

"And now we are willing to follow you again, no matter what happens. 
But you also need to be determined and hopeful, just like you were 
that day. Because if someone can make Vikings and dragons coexist, 
that someone is you Hiccup." she said softly and at the same time 
fiercely. She smiled when she saw the cloud of doubt slowly vanishing 
from his eyes, in its place a flame alighting, the same flame that 
drove him to tame the Nightmare, and to ride the dragons to face the 
Queen . 

"You're righta€ 1 " he said after a moment of silence. "If we could 



defeat a mountainous dragon, we can deal with a bunch of stubborn 
Vikings" he said lightly as he slowly untangled himself from her 
hands. When he stood, Astrid smiled proudly. He was no longer looking 
defeated, but was looking determined, driven by a purpose. "After all 
we're Vikings, it's an occupational hazard" he said with his 
trademark sarcasm, making her chuckle. 

She stood as well and met his gaze. The smile he gave her gave place 
to a slightly pained expression once her fist connected with his 
right arm "OWWWW" he yelled, "Why would you do that?" he asked 
somewhat annoyed, but also with a hint of amusement in his voice. He 
was no stranger to Astrid' s weird method of communicat ion, and was 
thankful to see the tough Valkyrie back after her emotional 
speech . 

"Thata€l" she said pointing to his arm, "was for doubting yourself." 
She brushed her bangs covering her left eye, a few locks being placed 
behind her ear. For a second she avoided his gaze, before taking him 
by the collar of his neck and locking her lips onto his. Unlike their 
first time, she lingered a little longer, savoring at how soft his 
lips were, and even cupping his face with her free hand. 

He was too shocked to reciprocate the kiss. Astrid was kissing him, 
again! The only thing his mind registered was how sweet her lips 
were, sweeter than the sweetest honey he had ever tasted, and how 
soft they seemed to be. When he finally came back to reality Astrid 
parted away before he could even move his arm. "And that ' sa€ 1 for 
everything else" she said, a faint blush creeping on her cheeks, 
although it was nothing when compared to the furious blush Hiccup 
had . 

She cleared her throat to push away the awkwardness of the moment. 
"Soa€l are you ready to return to the village? Your father seemed 
very worried about you" she said. His smiled faltered slightly, but, 
much to her surprise, it didn't entirely vanish. 

"As ready as I'll ever bea€ 1 " he answered before whistling to 
Toothless. The Night Fury had been quietly watching the scene unfold. 
He had detected Hiccup's sour mood, and, given how the blond had 
treated him both during his coma and these days, he knew she would 
lighten him up sooner or later. So obviously he sensed his rider's 
brightened mood, and happily bounced toward him. 

Hiccup was pinned to the ground with Toothless happily licking his 
face. Astrid just watched bemused the scene unfold, and even let out 
a chuckle seeing how happy Hiccup seemed to be. "Alright, alright you 
overgrown salamander, that's enough" Hiccup playfully scolded 
Toothless as he tried to push the Night Fury's face away from his 
slobbered person. 

He cleaned himself as much as he could, and sighed happily. Even 
though the saliva would be hard to wash out he was happy that 
Toothless was happy. "Ready to go back?" he asked the dragon, who 
enthusiastically nodded. 

If someone had been awake that night, they would have seen a pair of 
dragons leaving the cove and heading toward Berk. While before cries 
of dragon raid would have been shouted as soon as they had been 
spotted, and dragons would have growled before shooting flames, now 
not a single sound was heard other than the thumps of two dragons and 



their riders landed. 


Astrid bid him goodnight before parting ways; the blond heading 
toward her home while Hiccup toward his. He stopped in front of the 
door and sighed. He knew things would not be easy, although they had 
never been. He spared a glance toward his dragon, which looked back 
at his rider. 

Hiccup smiled, and drew a deep breath. The war with the dragons might 
be over, but peace with the creatures was far from settled. But he 
was not alone in this journey. He had Toothless, his best friend; he 
had Astrid and the teens to help him. And, just as his relationship 
with his father was slowly being amended, coexisting with the dragons 
would slowly become a reality. 

He opened the door and entered the house, ready to face one of the 
many challenges the future would bring him. With Toothless at his 
side, he felt like he could defeat the Red Death all over again. 
Astrid was right, he was no longer alone. 


Stoick was asleep in his chair, head pillowed on his arms on the 
table, still fully dressed with his battle ax standing next to him. 
He had been waiting for Hiccup, but at one moment his tiredness won 
over his anxiety and he fell asleep. Sleep wasn't any better, since 
nightmares of Hiccup leaving, or dying, plagued his mind. 

Hiccup smiled slightly, too tired to notice that Stoick had a 
somewhat anguished look on his face. Then he walked upstairs, the 
wood creaking as usual . 


Stoick woke to the sound of soft footsteps in the room above, the 
shuffling of cloths and the sound of a chair being pulled back. He 
heard the soft whispered conversation of his son with his dragon, the 
purring the dragon did in response and heard the familiar sound of 
his boy's voice. 

And it felt good because the silence that had covered the house once 
again was gone. 

He climbed up the stairs and peaked into the room. Hiccup was 
kneeling next to Toothless's head and was stroking his forehead while 
talking to the dragon. The dragon gave no verbal answer, not even a 
purr, but with his mimic, his eyes and ears he still 
responded . 

Stoick couldn't understand their language; nobody could as a matter 
of fact. But his son could. 

One of the boy's many amazing talents. 

He watched how his only son got up, stretched and looked around. 



He looked tired. He was pale, hauntingly similar to the same pale 
tone he had the day he awoke from his coma. He was swaying 
slightly . 

He seemed to collapse onto his bed rather than just lying 
down . 

"Goodnight Toothless. See you tomorrow. And try not to jump on the 
roof too much. Dad won't like it when you loosen all the tiles on the 
roof . " 

The dragon gave a small purr. Hiccup extinguished the candle on his 
nightstand and everything grew silent. 

But it was a good silence. Because Stoick could still hear his sons 
even breathing, could hear him move and it gave him an odd warm 
feeling in his chest. 

He wasn't alone anymore. 

In fact, he'd never been. 

When the vast man lay down on his bed, and drifted to sleep, he was 
no longer haunted by nightmares. 

_**ANII: hope you guys liked it. For those wondering, there will soon 
be another update of How To Become a Dragon Chief. **_ 

_**Kate and War signing off**_ 


2 . Chapter 2 

Hurtful words chapter two 

Hiccup slept well this night. Despite the difficulties of integrating 
the dragons to Berk, changing the minds of the Vikings and relearning 
how to walk Hiccup managed to sleep well because he knew he could 
count with the others. He could count with Astrid helping him, 
because she said she would be there for him. 

The talk she had with him before he went to his house stirred inside 
him a desire to keep trying to make dragons and Vikings coexist, no 
matter how hard it would be. He hasn't felt like this since the Red 
Death's Battle, which wasn't much to say considering between that day 
and this night Hiccup was mostly in a coma. 

Still, he was optimistic. And because of this the dead dragon did not 
come to haunt his dreams. 

Hiccup awoke up feeling well rested, which was a surprise. It has 
been weeks since he had a good night of sleep. "Good morning 
Toothless." He said to his dragon, which returned his greeting with a 
gummy smile. It seemed that Hiccup's good mood affected Toothless as 
well, as the dragon happily bounced on his rider to lick him. 

"Okay, okay." Hiccup said between laughs, "You can get your tongue 
off from me now." He said amusedly, helpless against Toothless' 
licks. "One would think that you thought I was a Haddock, literally, 
given how you were licking me." He joked, earning a disgusted look 



from his dragon. To him it seemed that Toothless wasn't fond of human 
meat, not that he had much on himself if Toothless was to eat him 
whole . 


"Can you help me get up bud?" He asked. While he could fly Toothless 
sometimes, and even walk by himself, his leg wasn't strong enough to 
allow him to rise from bed all by himself. Usually he didn't like 
asking for Toothless' help, but he was in a good mood this day, so 
asking it didn't bother him. 

He was mildly surprised, as he left his room and climbed downstairs, 
to find his father waiting for him, with breakfast on the table. 
"Morning dad." He said while sitting on the table so Toothless could 
be free to eat his breakfast. He had, once again, to resist the urge 
to flinch in disgust when the noise of fish falling off the basket 
reached his ears. 

"Good morning son." Stoick replied, his tone happier than the usual, 
even though Hiccup didn't notice it. Their breakfast was quiet since, 
while they were making up for the years Stoick kept himself distant 
from Hiccup the awkwardness of speaking to one another was still 
present . 

Hiccup left his house as soon as he finished breakfast. The sun was 
already up in the air, and the village busting with activity as 
usual. His first stop was at the blacksmith, since he has been 
visiting the blacksmith to relearn how to walk from the moment he 
awoke from his coma. He leaned on Toothless the whole way between his 
house and the blacksmith, more because he didn't want to tired 
quicker during Gobber's lessons than out of need. 

"Ah, morning Hiccup." Gobber said, slightly surprised, when he heard 
the door opening. He had been half-expecting that Hiccup would not 
come this day to have his walking lessons after last night's event. 
But, as he studied his apprentice's face, those events seemed to not 
have unfazed Hiccup's determination on learning how to walk easily 
with the prosthesis. "Give me a moment while I fetch our stuff." He 
added . 

The lesson was mostly uneventful, until the end. Hiccup was about to 
leave the blacksmith when he clutched tightly onto his leg while 
gritting his teeth in pain. Gobber, surprised to see his apprentice 
in such state after a smooth session, immediately sat Hiccup on a 
stove before unwrapping the ropes of the prosthesis from his 
leg . 

"Aha€ 1 " he said after carefully looking at Hiccup's leg. "The leg is 
completely fine. No signs of bruises or anything of the sort. Yeh 
must be feeling phantom pain." He said with a faint hint of sadness. 
Hiccup groaned quietly when he heard his mentor's words. The phantom 
pain was not mysterious to none of them, but Hiccup was still not 
used to it, whereas Gobber, while no longer feeling it, felt sorry 
for seeing his apprentice dealing with it. 

"Nothing will make it go away, not even Gothi ' s tea." Gobber said 
while placing his hand on Hiccup's shoulder. "But it also won't stop 
yeh from walking. Just don't extent yehrself too much or yeh' 11 get 
tired too quickly." He added, hoping that his words would stir some 
optimism inside the boy. 



Much to his relief he earned a grateful smile from Hiccup. "Thanks 
Gobber." He said, seemingly with his good mood intact even though his 
voice carried a slightly pained tone. He left the blacksmith with the 
help of Toothless, and strode through the town on watch for any 
confusion that might involve dragons. 

He spotted Astrid when he was passing near her house and waved. 
However she didn't answer him back, as she apparently didn't see him. 
Moreover she hopped on Stormfly and flew directly above him without 
even batting an eye, and Hiccup watched with a confused face as she 
was joined by Snotlout and the Twins, probably wanting to race a lap 
around the island. 

He turned his head to look at his scaly friend and, as he expected, 
the dark dragon had an expectant look on his face. "Sorry bud." 

Hiccup apologized, "I don't think I'll be able to help you fly while 
feeling this pain. It's better if we don't risk it." He added, 
earning a croon from Toothless. The dragon wanted to fly, it was what 

he loved the most to do with Hiccup, but also didn't want to put 

themselves, especially Hiccup, at unnecessary risk. 

They kept walking through the village for another hour before 
deciding to go to the forest. Curiously enough Hiccup saw no issues 
with dragons arise, and it was only because of this that he allowed 
himself to head for the forest to sketch a bit. 

He mounted Toothless on the way only for the sake of taking less time 

to arrive to a section of the forest he wanted to draw. He didn't 
like straddling the dragon while they were on land, since he felt it 
demoralized Toothless to a mere animal like a horse. For him 
Toothless was as human as Gobber, with the exception of his black 
scales . 

He arrived at home briefly before the sun was set, and the stars were 
shining above Berk. He found his father stroking the fire while 
cooking, and considering how the vast man was not holding a block of 
ice on his head Hiccup guessed that things kept calm during his stay. 
"Hey dada€ 1 " He greeted before yawning. The phantom pain had taken 
almost an hour to go away, leaving Hiccup incredibly tired for 
withstanding it. 

"Hello son, dinner will be coming out soon. I decided to make us some 
stew, since today was unusually quiet." His father said, confirming 
Hiccup's suspiciousness that the village was quiet the whole day. He 
didn't know why, especially considering how the last day had been 
very agitated, but wouldn't dare to complain. 

Before he could thank his father for making dinner for him (Hiccup 
forgot to have lunch as he was too focused on drawing a new section 
of the forest he had found with Toothless) his belly growled as the 
scent of stew reached his nose. Hiccup blushed while Stoick laughed 
at the sound. "Well, it seems it's a good thing I'm cooking dinner." 
The vast man quipped. 

Dinner was quiet, but it had a comfortable silence instead of the 
awkward one. Stoick could see how Hiccup was tired so he resigned 
himself from trying to start a conversation, while Hiccup was only 
focused on eating his stew and filling his belly with the food he 
should have eaten throughout the day. 



After dinner he collapsed on his bed, and barely managed to mumble a 
good night to Toothless before the land of the dreams claimed him. 
Toothless kept watching his friend for until an hour after Hiccup 
slept. It was usually when he started giving signs that he was 
dreaming about the battle. But, when the boy kept steady the Night 
Fury concluded Hiccup would have an easy night, and decided to 
sleep . 

The next couple of days weren't too different from this one. And it 
would have been a good thing for Hiccup if not for one little 
thing . 

Astrid didn't speak to him. 

The phantom pain was as quickly gone as it arrived these days, but 
lasted long enough for him to be grounded by it, consequently 
grounding Toothless as well. The issues with dragons were few, and he 
unfortunate enough to be near when they arrived, except for a couple 
of times when it was his father who resolved it. 

The teens kept flying around the island, and the few times Hiccup saw 
Astrid she didn't even acknowledge him. He reasoned that he always 
took off to join them without needing to be called, but after being 
grounded five days he was wondering why none of them, especially 
Astrid, bothered to check why he wasn't flying with Toothless. 

The good mood he had after returning home slowly depredated as the 
days passed. Gobber would have noticed had he not been busy 
rebuilding the weapons and pieces for the boats. Since the issues 
with the dragons diminished he was bombarded with requests for boat 
pieces and weapons. It was reasonable, since he had not had the time 
to build them since their return from the Nest. 

On the fifth day Hiccup barely ate the food before him and even the 
honeyed meat his father offered him did little to brighten his mood. 
Stoick would have been concerned, but he thought that Hiccup was 
simply tired again and decided to let his son alone. 

Toothless crooned in worry when Hiccup tucked himself in the bed. He 
was, apparently, the only one to notice the slow change in Hiccup's 
mood, and was slightly scared because he didn't know why it happened. 
Hiccup didn't have a nightmare for almost a week, and was hanging 
around in the forest just as he liked to do. The Night Fury found odd 
that the blond one didn't speak to either of them these past days, 
but brushed this fact aside. 

"Thanks buda€ 1 " Hiccup murmured with a sad voice as his hand weakly 
patted Toothless' head. "At least someone still remembers mea€ 1 " He 
mumbled while shifting his body so he could gaze to gaze at the 
ceiling. "She said she'd be here when I needed, that I had her and 
the others now. That things would be different from how they were 
beforea€ 1 before youa€ 1 " 

"It was supposed to be reassuring words, you know" He commented, and 
Toothless listened quietly. It seemed to him that his rider was 
finally letting out what was dampening his mood so much these days. 
"It was supposed to be comforting wordsa€ 1 but in the end, it only 
became hurtful words. She isn't here as she promised. It's only you 
and me, as it was before the battlea€l" He quietly added. 



Toothless crooned sadly, feeling both sad and angry that the blonde's 
absence was hurting his rider. Instead of sleeping on his rock bed as 
he usually did Toothless rested his head on Hiccup's belly and 
adjusted himself so he could sleep right at his rider's side. His 
eyes caught Hiccup smiling to him before slowly drifting into 
sleep . 

He didn't leave the house the next day. Fortunately though, this day 
Stoick had not cooked breakfast. He rose earlier than usual from the 
bed to oversee the construction of Berk's fleet; they were in dire 
need of one. 

His room was filled with sketches of numerous things, ranging from a 
forest landscape to ideas for saddles and improvements to Toothless' 
saddle. Hiccup did rise from his bed, but instead of going downstairs 
to leave the house he just grabbed a couple of breads and returned to 
his room. He sat on his chair and started to sketch some ideas on the 
journal on his table. 

Gobber did notice this day that Hiccup had not come to his lesson, 
but decided to brush it aside. The boy came ever since he awoke from 
his coma, so he was bound to need some rest on day. The blacksmith 
mused that the reason of why Hiccup didn't come was because the boy 
finally wanted to rest some more, and instead of needless worrying he 
decided to focus on making the nails for the boats. 

Astrid flew once again with the teens. Snotlout had had the idea of 
creating a Dragon Race, so they spent the last days deciding on a 
course to race. She had seen Hiccup briefly, and guessed that he had 
some reason to not be flying with Toothless. But this day not once 
she saw him when they flew over the village. 

Understandably she was quite worried when night arrived. 

The Chief was still busy overseeing the building of the ships. Unlike 
the rest of the village the harbor was buzzing with activity and 
illuminated as the Vikings kept working on the ships while under the 
light of the torches. Gobber, meanwhile, was still in his forge 
making nails and any other pieces they may required. 

The teens were all tired from flying all day. And as soon as they 
landed every one of them went to their houses to eat some stew and 
get some sleep, all but Astrid. So, since everyone was busy, she 
decided to pay Hiccup a visit. 

Even though she kept visiting Hiccup while he was in a coma Astrid 
still felt nervous and small when she quietly opened the door of the 
Chief's house. Had she not seen a faint light coming from Hiccup's 
room she would have thought he was asleep and left the house without 
even fully entering it. 

"Hiccup?" she called to be sure he wasn't asleep. It would have not 
been unusual to see Hiccup asleep on his drawings while his candle 
was still lit. Gobber, when Hiccup was in a coma, told her some 
stories of Hiccup, and the sight of the boy asleep on his drawings 
inside the forge was one of Cobber's favorite. 

She was surprised to find him sketching when she entered his room. 

She half expected him to be asleep since he didn't answer her call. 
"Hiccupa€l? Why didn't you say anything? I thought you were asleep." 



She spoke while studying the mess that his room was. Sketches were 
all over it, and there were a couple of mugs and bread pieces on his 
table . 

Still, he kept silent. 

"Hiccupa€l?" she said while slowly approaching him, "Did something 
happen? Did you and your father argued again?" She asked, only to be 
met with silence again. She glanced at Toothless, and felt her worry 
increase when the dragon looked at her with worried and angry 
eyes . 

"Hiccupa€l" she said while placing a hand on his shoulder. Still, 
this wasn't enough to make him stop sketching, although to Astrid it 
didn't seem he was sketching one of his ideas. "Hiccupa€l stop and 
look at Me." she added while gently turning his head with her other 
hand . 

Even when she turned his head he still didn't look at her. This 
simple action, or the lack of it, was enough to make Astrid' s heart 
ache in hurt while she removed her hands. "Hiccupa€l why aren't you 
looking at me? Did I do something wrong?" she asked. 

"You weren't here when I needed youa€ 1 " he mumbled, his eyes glancing 
at every inch of his room but her. 

"I weren'ta€l Hiccup, what are you talking about?" Astrid said 
confused . 

"I said you weren't here when I needed you!" He retorted. It seemed 
that he wanted to sound harsh, but for some reason could only sound 
desolate. Astrid felt torn between being angry, confused, and sorry 
for seeing Hiccup in such state. 

"I was busy Hiccup. If something happened then why didn't you search 
me? I told you I'd be here for you." She answered slowly, since she 
was unsure of what Hiccup was talking about. 

"I did!" he retorted, this time stronger. "It was noticed. I search 
for you but you were always somewhere else, if not flying. I waved at 
you, but you didn't even acknowledge you. I spent nearly a week not 
able to fly with Toothless because of this damned phantom pain and 
not once you thought of coming to me to ask why I wasn't 
flying . " 

"You said you'd be herea€ 1 but you weren't. I understand you were 
busy, but no one is busy the whole day for several days straight. I'm 
not asking for you to be near me all the time. I just wanted you to 
keep your worda€ 1 " He said quietly. "Now, please, leave me alone. I'm 
going to sleepa€l" He added. 

Astrid opened her mouth, but no words came out of it. She wanted to 
be angry at him, to punch him in the arm for being such a fool, but 
at the same time a small part of her could see how he was right. 

She had been so busy with creating the Dragon Race Snotlout suggested 
that she forgot to keep him in check. She knew he tended to bottle up 
things; it was a natural response he built up from years of being 
shunned by everyone, so she should have been more careful with him. 
After all he had gone missing for the entire day not even a week 



ago . 


So, in the end, she closed her mouth, nodded and quietly left the 
house. She felt both angry and guilty, and felt like this even while 
eating, and later on her sleep. Hiccup, though, only felt miserable. 
To him, Astrid had broken her word, and therefore, the only support 
he had. She was his rock, his anchor on a raging ocean. And now he 
was alone against the ravaging sea. 

Toothless could only do so much as a dragona€ 1 

In this night he wept until he fell asleepa€l 


3 . Note 

_**Hello my friends. Before I begin to say what I have to I would 
like to apologize for all of you that come expecting a new chapter, 
only to find an Author's Note instead. Anyway, this story is 

currently on ** **HIATUS** ** until I find another 

** * *COWRITER, * * ** since the last one suddenly disappeared. I'm 

currently working on two stories. How To Let It Go and How To Become 
a Dragon Chief, so 1 don't really have how to keep writing this one 
while writing these two. If any of you would like to cowrite it with 
me, or know someone that would like to, please, send a PM to me, or 
even let a review here expressing your wishes. **_ 

_**This story was supposed to be rather short, exploring the events 
between Hiccup's awakening and the creation of the Academy. Some 
suggested unhooking it from Riders of Berk, and while it could 
happen, it isn't what I originally planned. **_ 

**_Guest, who I would have liked very much that you had used a 
nickname, Ohsochich, and mogarius-the-third, this story is on hiatus 
until I have another cowriter. I kind of lost the drive and will to 
continueit when the original cowriter suddenly vanished, but if 
someone else appear, interested in continuing it, I'd gladly keep 
writing it._** 


End 
f lie . 



